As we neared Barcelona, the setting sun brought
out the wonderful reds, blues and greys of the land.
It was after nine when we arrived in the Estacion
Francia. I was pushed to one side while the peasants
and townspeople were herded through the barrier.
I waited as I had been told With me were about fifty
other men, mostly French, with about a dozen
Germans. They had travelled in a special coach from
Cerbere.
"Are ye English now?"
I looked and saw a pleasant red-faced man. He
looked a little confused with his surroundings.
"Me name is Bill Scott and oi'm from the I.R.A."
I introduced myself and shook hands. We had
little time for further confidences; two armed soldiers
led us into a brilliantly lit waiting-room. We were
grouped into our nationalities. Bill and I comprised
the British section. Our names and general particu-
lars were taken once more. Bill's insistence that he
was not British caused a little confusion* He was
pacified only by being assured that the arbitrary
grouping was very temporary and entailed no loss of
Irish independence.
We split into two groups. The first, including Bill
and myself, were instructed to leave for the Hotel
Colon. The second, which comprised the Germans
and a few of the French, all military specialists, was
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